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SIj^ i^Ifam of ^xit

By John A. Whelan

OLD Aesop liad a pithy way of reminding

Iiis fellow Greeks of their faults. When
he wished to denounce a particular vice he

wrote a fable, to show the folly of it, and added

a moral to drive home his point. One very

poignant fable, chipped on a block of stone by
the .'.eatliing Aesopian chisel, was entitled "The
Asj in the Lion's Skin."

We are all familiar with the substance of that

fable. How the ambitions ass, conceivi-hg the

first, last, and only idea of his life, put on the

skin of a lion and went about frightening the

other animals. True to his nature, he could not

see that there was a limit to his little game, and,

of course, he carried it too far. He stopped in

front of a cowering group and threw back his

head, intending to roar like a lion. Instead of

tlie tluinderous growl of the forest-monarch, the

awe-struck listeners heard only the discordant

bray, the loud hee-haw of the poor foolish ass.

Let us draw tlie curtain on the painful scene

that followed ; for we can be sure he received

a well-merited drubbing. And the moral

—

don't be a donkey.

This fable set me thinking (whatever that

mysterious process may be) that this world is

simply full of human asses, who go around, so

to speak, in lion's skins, in vain endeavor to be

considered brave and powerful. So great is

their assininity tliat the majority of these persons

have not sense enough even to cover up their

long ears. They are harmless, for they deceive

no one but themselves. One of them may succeed

with iiis bluff for a time, but he is discovered just

as soon as he tries to roar— and brays.

If this were the limit of such a practice, I

would go no further, but, alas, it is only one in-

significant phase of a great generic vice. Call

it what you will: fraud, deceit, cheat, deception,

graft, sham, fake, hypocrisy, camouflage,—the

fundamental idea is the same throughout. It is

a failing which is present in every one to a cer-

tain degre^ In familiar parlance, "You can't

get away frhm it."

It originalfes wth the infant in the cradle, who
coos and gurgles, innocently opening his little

moutli, inviting you to poke your finger within
the yawning depths. Attracted by his guileless

charms, you stick your index finger between those

rosy Lps. Shades of the Inquisition ! Into what
torture has the tiny villian led you ! He has cut

his sharp milk-teeth and with a gurgle of pleas-

ure, he sinks them deep into your poor tender

finger. Thus begins deception with the first age,

and ends with the last age of all, the feeble old

man sans everything but a desperate determin-

ation to cheat the Grim Reaper of his lawful re-
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For the benefit of the human race, I am go-

ing to throw the searchlight of investigation on

the dark and devious ways in which we "pull

the wool" over the eyes of our fellows. If the

cap fits you, gentle reader, be not afraid to wear
it. Perhaps it will protect you some day against

t;ie cold blast of censure. ;

But hold ! I inform you, here and now that it

is not my purpose to make an extensive and de-

tailed classification of the various forms in which

deception appears. Roughly speaking, that is

with the most forcible words my gentle dis-

position will allow, I will make a general di-

vision of the subject. In fact I have an excel-

lent division in mind, and I defy any logician to

prove that it is not logical. Like all true phil-

osophers, I maintain there is a reason for every-

tliing. So I base my division on Cause and
Effect, or to put it in brief alliteration, "Senti-

ment and Sliekels are the sources of Sham."
First I will show you how sentiment, taken in

tlie broad sense, is the source or cause of shams.

"O, Wad some power the giftle gie us

To see ourselves as others see us."

—Robert Burns

Bobbie Burns knew what he was talking about

when he wrote those lines. And yet critics try

to tell us that his best verses were inspired by
the spirits—of bad Scotch whiskey. Oh!, the

blindness of human nature ! The bald man
surreptitiously buys a wig and places it carefully

on the denuded portion of his head, thinking to

deceive his friends, especially the fair ones. The
world gently condones his weakness, condemn-
ing naught but his faulty taste, in matching the

shade of his hair. Much bolder, and certainly

more reprehensible is the man who purchases the

latest edition of the fliv-ver and then tries to fix


